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To  THE  MANY  FRIENDS 

Who  have  climbed  with  me 
The  heights 
Physically 

AND- 

Spiritually 


*  Qlljrtfsttttas  ^npnis 


RUFUS  MORGAN:   RETIRED  COUNTRY  PARSON 


Alone  he  stands  quietly  and  meditates  before  going  into 
the  Chapel.  Like  his  snowy  surplice  is  his  hair.  His  sightless 
eyes  seem  focused  on  some  far  away  horizon  and  you  wonder: 
Is  he  dreaming  of  the  past  or  gazing  into  the  future? 

What  a  past!  A  country  boy,  he  loved  the  mountains,  the 
forests,  the  vast  silent  skies,  clear  blue,  or  fleece -filled,  or 
streaked  with  forked  lightning.  Looking  upward  he  must  see 
eyes  mindful  of  his  work,  veiled  but  approving.  And  m  the 
voices  of  the  wind  come  messages  of  tasks  still  yearning  for 
willing  hands. 

Great  Grandpa  came  to  Cartoogechaye,  held  a  powwow 
agreeing  on  terms  and  bought  land  from  Indians  and  deeded 
back  some  of  the  land  to  Chief  Chuttahsotee  so  he  couldn't  be 
forced  to  go  to  Oklahoma  on  the  March  of  Tears,  and  grazed  his 
sheep  in  all  the  valley.  And  Grandpa  studied  law  and  farmed 
and  kept  a  medicine  chest  and  helped  Grandma  build  the  first 
Episcopal  Church  in  these  parts. 

When  married,  Mother  moved  into  a  little  cabin  on  the 
place  and  loved  the  valley,  the  majestic  Wayah,  and  her  brood 
before  she  moved  to  Murphy  with  her  publisher  of  the  Cherokee 
Scout.  But  heartstrings  of  the  children  were  tied  in  a  strong 
knot  to  Grandpa's  place  and  the  little  cabin  over  the  years 
called  to  Rufus  to  return,  reclaim. 

After  University  of  North  Carolina,  General  Seminary,  the 
Diaconate  in  New  York,  founding  the  Appalachian  School, 
Penland,  the  years  were  packed  with  family,  care  of  many  flocks, 
camps  for  the  young.  Summer  Conference  Administration  for 
Laymen  at  Kanuga,  training  the  theology  students  for  rural 
work  at  Valle  Crucis  summer  sessions,  the  building  of  the  first 
Chapel  at  Cherokee  for  the  Indians,  years  of  service  for  the 
Negro  Church  at  St.  Cyprians,  Franklin,  services  at  the  prison 
camp,  editing  the  diocesan  paper  for  Upper  South  Carolina,  the 
Piedmont  Churchman,  serving  as  Executive  Secretary  and 
General  Missionary  Director  for  the  Diocese  of  Upper  South 
CaroHna,  service  as  confidant  and  right-hand  man  to  Bishop 
Finlay,  Red  Cross  and  Boy  Scout  work  —  and  on  and  on  the 
duties  multiplied  because  he  heard  a  Voice. 


And  while  he  worked,  he  played  sometime  too.  Voices  of 
the  primeval  forest  sang  to  him  as  they  sang  to  pioneering 
ancestors.  For  miles  he  knew  the  Appalachian  Trail,  and  with 
the  Scouts  he  cleared  the  brambles  and  scared  the  snakes  and 
bears  off  trail,  and  scaled  the  highest  peaks  and  drank  deep  the 
joys  of  Nature's  Creation.  He  out-distanced  the  hardiest  and 
the  youngest  on  the  trail  and  was  the  first  to  see  the  sunrise 
from  the  stony  point  near  the  campsite.  He  was  both  intimate 
and  formal  with  the  wildflowers,  calling  them  all  by  common 
and  Latin  names  from  the  earliest  Spring  Beauty  to  the  delicate 
pearl-hke  Ladies'  Tresses  of  the  fall.  The  guide  books  do  not 
yet  list  the  multitude  of  ferns  he  nurtures  in  his  garden  and 
calls  them  by  their  names.  The  Smoky  Mountain  Park  Natural- 
ist wonders  at  his  lore  of  leaf  and  cone,  and  bird  call,  and 
tracks  of  forest  rovers.  A  sense  of  wonder,  joy  and  love  for 
creation  and  Creator  make  his  song  his  happiness: 

God  has  created  a  new  day 
Silver  and  green  and  gold. 
So  live  that  sunset  shall  find  you 
Worthy  His  gifts  to  hold. 

And  so  he  served  but  dreamed  of  returning  home  to  the 
mountains.  At  72  he  retired  and  bought  back  part  of  Grandpa 
Siler's  farm  and  the  little  Cabin  where  a  brother  and  four 
sisters  played  as  children. 

For  many,  retirement  means  less  work.  For  him  it  has 
meant  more.  Married  children  live  far  away,  he  lives  alone  and 
does  his  own  cooking  and  housekeeping.  Loss  of  sight  means 
memorizing  the  whole  service,  Bible  readings,  sermon,  prayers. 
Unable  to  see,  a  large  correspondence  would  frighten  less  cour- 
ageous men.  The  simplest  almost  austere  comforts  accompany 
his  aging. 

And  what  have  been  some  of  his  tasks  since  retirement  and 
what  are  some  of  his  hopes  for  the  future? 

In  1878  when  his  Grandparents  gave  the  land  for  the  first 
Episcopal  Church  in  the  area,  St.  John's,  Cartoogechaye,  they 
did  not  foresee  that  the  diocese  would  tear  down  the  building 
in  1925  and  urge  the  rural  folk  to  go  to  town  to  church.  The 
graves  were  moved  to  Franklin's  public  cemetery  (including 
those  of  ancestral  prime  promoters).  Indignant  yet  helpless  in 


another  diocese  at  the  time,  he  could  only  object.  Trustees 
considered  selling  the  land  cleared  of  Church  and  Cemetery. 
Dreaming  of  restoring  them,  Rufus  urged  them  to  keep  it  or 
at  least  give  him  first  option  to  buy  back  his  Grandparent's 
gift  to  the  Church. 

He  left  South  CaroHna  and  returned  to  Franklin  as  rector 
of  St.  Agnes  Church,  near  to  "home."  A  dream  of  country  folk 
troubled  him.  The  Nonah  neighbors  did  not  come  to  town  to 
church.  There  was  no  church  in  the  yard  where  his  Mother 
slept.  He  fingered  a  few  pennies  in  his  pocket.  He  was  de- 
termined. He  would  save  all  pennies  from  then  on  and  he  would 
labor  with  his  hands  and  use  all  unmarked  gifts  to  build.  About 
1942  (his  hands  were  stronger  then)  the  ripe  pines  were  hewn 
for  panehng  and  he  worked  with  hand  and  heart  and  hammer 
at  a  new  St.  John's.  And  there  were  always  friends  and 
httle  gifts. 

And  when  the  little  chapel  was  finished  the  Bishop  came 
and  looked  at  the  old  foot-pump  organ  and  the  dark  painted 
wooden  pews  and  simple  furnishings  on  altar,  then  walked  out- 
side and  found  a  belfry  and  a  bell  and  the  graves  well  kept 
of  Chuttahsottee  and  Cunstagih.  He  asked,  "What  about  the 
money?" 

"What  money?"  asked  Rufus.  There  is  no  debt.  It  is 
all  paid  for."  The  fund  started  by  pennies,  with  no  official  aid 
from  Church  or  diocese  or  bishop,  had  built  with  love  and 
labor  a  tiny  chapel  in  the  woods  where  rest  an  Indian  Chief 
and  rustic  neighbors,  and  rural  people  come  to  worship  weekly. 

Nine  miles  away  at  Rainbow  Springs,  a  dozen  lonely  graves 
on  church  property  were  all  left  of  a  once  busy  Episcopal 
mission.  Years  ago  a  popular  resort  hotel  had  flourished  and 
brought  many  workers  to  the  area  where  the  mission  served 
their  needs.  Modern  cars  outdated  mountain  resort  hotels,  the 
workers  moved  to  other  fields  and  the  little  church  neglected 
was  finally  torn  down  in  1917.  But  in  the  neighborhood  a  few 
devoted  Episcopalians  still  remained.  It  is  Rufus'  belief  that 
wherever  there  is  an  Episcopalian  the  services  of  the  Church 
must  somehow  be  made  available  to  him.  So  from  "retirement" 
he  went  to  hold  summer  services  in  the  one  still  usable  roorr 
of  an  abandoned  school.  It  was  the  only  Episcopal  service  i 
the  County  on  that  side  of  the  mountain.    A  few  summe 


visitors  and  permanent  residents  were  faithful  in  attendance  and 
another  dream  took  fire.  Rebuild  a  place  for  summer  worship. 

He  and  Clifford  and  Mabel  Ledford  and  son  Ed  and  wife, 
Selma,  and  their  girls,  Joan  and  Julia,  talked  and  dreamed 
and  gathered  stones.  A  single  stone  mason  was  employed  and 
a  carpenter  paid  to  do  some  framing  and  raise  the  roof.  Other- 
wise the  priest  and  Ledfords  did  the  work.  A  marble  altar  top 
from  adjoining  Cherokee  County  was  given  by  the  Highlands 
Women  of  the  Church.  Bob  Korte,  expert  in  handmade  furn- 
iture, made  and  gave  the  simple  wooden  cross  suspended  over 
the  altar.  In  three  years  the  offerings  paid  the  $1,100  cost  of 
materials  and  necessary  labor  of  skilled  workers.  So  today 
it  stands  on  the  mountain,  Church  of  the  Ascension,  a  driveway 
leading  up  to  the  shelter  with  stone  floor,  open  walls  above 
the  seat-high  stone  siding,  rustic  corner  posts  supporting  roof, 
a  stone  altar,  a  cross  suspended  above  and  the  spirit  of  a  Pres- 
ence responsive  to  the  love  that  built  and  worshipped  there. 
Since  1960  the  retired  man  comes  every  Sunday  in  the  summer 
and  worships  with  his  tiny  congregation  bringing  folding  chairs, 
hymnals  and  prayer  books,  flowers,  and  offerings.  They  are 
"outpost"  members  of  tiny  St.  Johns  where  services  are  held 
earher  in  the  day.  But  in  winter  there  are  only  two  instead  of 
three  services  on  Sundays  for  the  priest.  The  outdoor,  unclosed 
Church  of  the  Ascension  has  no  services  after  October  1st. 

And  about  the  future?  At  86  one  knows  not  how  many 
snows  will  see  him  at  dawn  trudging  with  his  robes  in  a  satchel  to 
start  the  heater  before  the  8  A.M.  Communion  Service.  Yet  he 
does  not  want  the  chill  of  neglect  and  decay  to  settle  once 
again  on  St.  John's.  And  so  he  has  proposed  to  take  one-third 
of  his  meager  savings  to  start  a  trust  fund,  the  interest  from 
which  might  induce  some  retired  clergyman  to  carry  on  when 
he  is  gone.  The  Church,  officially,  believes  in  rural  folk  driving 
in  to  town  on  Sundays  and  does  not  expect  to  provide  a  suc- 
cessor. Rufus  believes  that  rural  flocks  have  different  needs, 
that  centrahzation  and  urbanization  do  not  shepherd  them  to 
city  folds.  But  he  has  hopes  that  some  retired  rector  with  a 
little  help  from  the  interest  on  a  fund  he  hopes  wiU  be  increased 
by  gifts  and  small  additions  will  be  found. 

The  offerings  have  made  possible  an  eight-hundred-dollar 
a  year  contribution  to  the  diocesan  budget.  For  membership  of 
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twenty  regular  communicants  and  the  somewhat  irregular  sum- 
mer visitors,  that  represents  a  better  than  average  participation 
in  diocesan  finances  and  no  burden  to  the  Church  of  Western 
North  Carolina.  St.  John's,  which  receives  no  aid  of  any  kind 
outside  its  doors,  never  passes  the  collection  plate.  But  those 
who  wish,  after  service,  walk  up  and  leave  their  offering  on 
the  plate  atop  the  little  organ.  And  friends  whose  spirits  have 
been  lifted  by  the  vision  and  the  love  of  a  bhnd  man  generously 
see  some  way  to  have  a  part  in  the  work  he  has  begun.  When 
the  date  of  death  has  been  added  to  the  rugged  granite  stone 
he  himself  chose  and  put  in  place  in  the  church  yard,  he  hopes 
the  candles  will  still  glow  in  the  altar  and  the  bell  still  call 
over  the  valley  the  words  carved  on  the  stone: 

"Thanks  be  to  God  who  gives  us  the  victory" 

and  rural  people  still  sing  joyously  with  a  pastor  at  St.  John's. 

by 

Mrs.  John  T.  Morgan 

For  a  quarter  of  a  century  we  have  known  the  blessedness  of 
worship  and  service  at  St  John's.  This  has  been  the  highlight 
of  our  ministry.  But  the  years  pass,  and  at  86  we  realize  that 
changes  must  come.  So  we  have  been  concerned  as  to  the  future 
of  St.  John's  after  my  years  are  through.  Toward  provision  for 
those  years,  we  have  decided  to  establish  a  fund  which  we  are 
calling  St.  John's,  Nonah,  Foundation,  a  fund,  the  income  from 
which  might  take  care  of  some  of  the  expenses  which  may 
be  necessary  to  make  it  possible  for  a  retired  clergyman  or  a 
part-time  clergyman  to  settle  here,  do  visiting  in  the  Valley, 
hold  services  in  the  church,  and  do  whatever  else  he  may  be 
able,  to  carry  on  the  witness  which  St.  John's  represents.  We 
have  been  offering  our  prayers  for  God's  direction  and  have 
pledged  at  least  a  thousand  dollars  toward  this  fund.  Another 
pledge  has  come  for  five  hundred  dollars,  and  there  have  been 
gifts  of  smaller  amounts.  We  write  this  to  you  at  this 
Christmas  time,  hoping  that  you  will  join  your  prayers  with 
ours  and  that,  perchance,  you  may  be  interested  in  helping  to 
make  this  dream  come  true. 

In  Christ's  name  and  for  His  sake  we  write. 

Lovingly, 


A.  RuFus  Morgan 


PEACE 


The  Mother, 

The  Babe 

In  a  lowly  stall; 

The  Father 
Above, 

The  Giver  of  all ! 

May  these 

And  the  star 

In  the  infinite  blue 

Bring  peace, 
Al!  peace, 

To  the  heart  of  you. 


1937 


IN  PEACE 

O  yet  shall  peace  abide 
Within  our  hearts  to-day 

What  though  the  raging  tide 
Of  war  doth  hold  brief  sway. 

Christ  rules  in  love  alway: 
From  simple  manger  bed. 
In  hearts  of  those  who  pray, 
E'en  when  to  cross  He's  led. 

O  let  us  then  rejoice 
And  praise  the  God  of  love 
And  make  our  only  choice 
His  Christ  Child  from  above. 

19  42 


CONFIDENCE 

The  gifts  we  bring  this  Holy  Night  to  Thee,  dear  Lord, 

Are  trust  in  Thee,  and  confidence 

That,  though  our  feet  have  gone  astray 

And  sought  the  easy  paths  of  self, 

Yet  radiant  light  from  Thine  eternal  purpose 

Leads  on  to  lofty  heights  of  love  and  holy  peace. 

So  through  these  days  of  war  and  hate 

We  kneel  again  before  the  Holy  Child 

And  offer  up  to  Him  our  trust,  our  confidence 

That  He  will  give  to  those  who  follow  Him 

New  strength  to  climb  the  upward  path  to  God. 


1943 


RADIANT  LIGHT 

The  western  radiance  lights  each  peak 

Of  Nantahala  mountain 
As  if  the  light  came  manifold 

From  some  exhaustless  fountain. 

So  came  on  that  transforming  night 
When  Christ  lay  in  a  manger 

A  light  of  never-ending  power 

To  guide  both  friend  and  stranger. 

And  so  may  light  of  God's  good  grace 
With  radiant  glow  enfold  you. 

And  may  the  riches  of  His  love 
In  joy  and  peace  uphold  you. 

1946 


THE  PEACE  OF  GOD 


No  army's  hosts  could  mar  the  peace 

Of  simple  folk  from  Galilee, 
Nor  Caesar's  will  e'er  stop  God's  plan 

Through  empire's  might  or  strict  decree. 

And  so,  aside  from  pressing  throngs, 
God's  only  Son  revealed  His  love. 

In  lowly  stable  glory  came. 

And  angels  sang  from  Heaven  above. 

Tonight,  above,  the  stars  still  shine. 

Around,  the  peace  of  mountains  stands. 
If  in  our  hearts  good  will  abides 

We  find  our  peace  within  His  hands. 

O,  may  the  peace  of  God  be  ours 
Though  comes  destruction  on  our  earth. 

His  will  be  ours,  His  kingdom  come 

For  which  the  Christ  Child  came  to  birth. 

1941 


"O  YE  ICE  AND  SNOW,  BLESS  YE  THE  LORD" 

The  heaved  ice  in  tenuous  lengths  from  out  the  earth. 
The  crystal  icicles  which  fringe  each  rocky  ledge, 
The  waterfall  encompassed  by  an  icy  sheath, 
The  freezing  cloud's  white  gleaming  rime  on  tree  and  shrub, 
And  then  the  glistening  purity  of  quiet  snow; 
These  all  rejoice  with  us  in  praising  God  who  loves. 
Who  gave  the  Christ  in  Bethlehem  to  bless  our  world 
And  bring  His  peace  to  all  who  hear  and  follow  Him. 

"0  ye  Mountains  and  Hills,  bless  ye  the  Lord" 


1950 


A  LANTERN  TO  OUR  FEET 


0  CHRIST; 

The  peoples  of  the  earth  move  out 

On  unknown  paths  tonight. 
They  yearn  for  that  they  never  knew, 

Yet  stumble  toward  the  light. 

'  Give  Thou  to  them,  dear  Christ,  thy  word 
As  once  to  multitudes. 
Break  Thou  for  them  again  the  loaves. 
Remove  their  solitudes. 

And  let  them  hear  the  song  again 

Of  peace  on  earth  to  men. 
And  let  thy  word  a  lantern  be 

To  us,  and  them.  Amen. 

1952 
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CHRISTMAS 

On  other  nights 

The  clouds  have  come  to  rest 

On  highest  mountain  peaks 

And  in  the  cold 

Left  there  a  veil  of  frost : 

White  radiance  for  the  morn. 

Last  night,  here, 

Into  our  valley  came  the  clouds 

And  glorified  each  weed  and  briar  and  pine 

Around  my  cabin  door 

With  crystal  rime. 

So  men  of  old 

Conceived  of  God  afar  on  distant  height; 

Until  Chri.st  came 

To  bring  a  glory  to  our  earth 

And  touch  each  heart  to  glowing  beauty, 

To  witness  to  our  God  Who  loves 

And  cares  for  every  child  of  man. 

Let  us  go  forth 

And  manifest  His  glory 

And  His  love  to  all. 

194  7 


ANGELS 


An  angel  came 

And  told  to  men 

Of  Christ-child  from  above ; 

A  multitude 

Of  heavenly  host 

Then  praised  the  God  of  Love. 

When  you  and  I 

With  holy  joy 

Will  follow  His  good  word, 

Then  multitudes 

Of  men  on  earth 

Will  magnify  the  Lord. 

Then  let  us  now 

With  right  good  will 

Come  worship  Christ  the  King, 

That  every  one 

Of  every  clime 

May  all  their  treasures  bring. 
193  8 


PEACE 

The  g-lory  that  came  to  the  shepherds 
The  night  of  the  Christ  Child's  birth 
Was  radiant  Love  from  the  Father 
To  men  of  g-ood-will  on  earth. 

And  Peace  is  the  fruit  of  His  coming 
When  men  will  but  open  wide 
The  door  of  their  hearts  and  adore  Him 
That  He  may  come  in  and  abide. 

Abide  in  our  hearts,  Lord  Jesus, 

We  cast  out  all  hate  and  care. 

We  welcome  good-will  in  Thy  presence; 

Be  Guest  and  our  Master  there. 


1939 


TO  THE  CHRIST  CHILD 

On  every  mountain  top  the  snow  lies  still 
And  rime  bedecks  each  twig  of  shrub  and  tree. 
While  here  along  the  footpath  by  the  stream 
The  green  and  bronze  of  spray  bring  peace  to  me. 

The  while  you  walk  amid  the  Christmas  fern 
And  galax  mats  displayed  on  wooded  floor, 
You  will  be  sure  the  peace  of  Christ  draws  near. 
He  enters  where  He  finds  an  open  door. 

The  turmoil  of  a  world  at  war  has  ceased. 
Our  grasping  and  our  pride  have  met  defeat. 
Let  all  the  healing  power  of  God's  good  earth 
Bring  us  adoring  to  the  Christ  Child's  feet. 

194  5 


INNER  PEACE 


Without  was  cold; 
And  sword  and  spear 
And  lash  and  cross 
Brought  blighting  fear. 

In  Bethlehem 
That  selfsame  day 
The  Prince  of  Peace, 
An  offering,  lay. 

He  offers  still 
His  love  and  peace 
In  midst  of  wars 
That  will  not  cease. 

Accept  from  Him 
His  gift  divine. 
His  confidence 
And  peace  be  thine. 

19  44 


THERE'S  WHITENESS 

There's  whiteness  on  our  earth  tonight, 
Not  whiteness  of  the  drifting  snow, 
Nor  moonlight  through  the  leafless  trees. 
Such  whiteness  earthly  wanderers  know. 

This  whiteness  given  to  us  now 
Is  gift  of  God  to  yearning  earth; 
A  lantern  for  our  climbing  tread; 
A  radiance  from  a  heavenly  birth. 

No  longer  through  the  darkness  goes 
The  lonely  way  beset  by  care. 
The  Light  of  Life  is  ours  to  know : 
Where  need  is  great,  His  light  is  there. 

May  He  be  with  you  through  the  days 
That  come,  whatever  joy  betide, 
Or  whelming  trial  test  your  strength. 
May  Christ  be  with  you  and  abide. 

1949 


FROM  NONAH 

We've  come  back  to  our  fathers'  valley- 
Deep  in  the  mountain's  heart. 

Turning  again  to  quiet  Nonah, 
Of  the  rock-ribbed  heights  a  part. 

Here  as  we  sit  in  the  glowing  twilight, 

Thankful  that  we  are  here, 
Thoughts  of  the  boundless  blessings  of  Christmas 

Brighten  the  waning  year. 

So  from  Cartoogechaye  we  greet  you, 

Wishing  you  Christ's  own  grace ; 
Eager  to  share  the  deep  calm  of  His  spirit : 

Radiant  light  from  His  face. 

19  51 


THE  LIGHT  OF  THE  WORLD 


December ! 

Yet  in  my  cabin  yard, 
Near  pyracantha's  red 
And  hemlock's  green, 
Bloooms  breatb-of -spring- 
In  white  and  fragrant  flower. 

A  troubled  world ! 

Yet  shining  through 

The  fear  and  hate  and  greed 

Of  ways  gone  far  astray, 

The  Christ  Child  brings 

The  light  of  God's  own  love, 

Transforming  life 

To  joyous  certitude 

And  radiant  companionship 

For  those  who  walk  with  Him 

The  adventurous  way  to  God. 


1948 


GOD'S  GIFTS 

From  mountain  side' 

Have  come  today 

These  greens, 

That  they 

May  render  here 

Bright  cheer 

Our  hearth  beside. 

They  bring  with  them 

A  diadem 

Of  frost  and  mist 

And  amethyst 

Of  sunset  sky 

And  ev'ry  cloud 

That  passes  by. 

So  may  this  blest 

December  day 

Bring  on  your  way 

A  memory 

Of  all  the  best 

Our  world  has  known; 

And  may  you  own 

Our  Christ  as  Lord  today 
Who  came  with  us  to  stay. 

19  5  3 


CHRISTMAS  LIGHT 

The  early  light  comes  filtered 

Upon  the  altar  here 
In  Chapel  of  Assisi's  Saint 

At  Christmas  time  each  year; 
Upon  the  linen  white  and  pure. 

Upon  the  candle  flame, 
As  through  the  window  pane  it  spreads 

Its  radiance  in  God's  name. 

Beyond,  upon  the  mountain  side, 

A  part  of  this  same  scene. 
Is  glowing  rhododendron  leaf 

And  mountain  laurel  green; 
While  underneath  is  Christmas  fern. 

Above,  the  downy  seed 
Of  goldenrod  and  travelers'  joy 

And  ice  on  every  reed. 

Rejoicing  in  God's  gracious  gifts 

Of  sacrament  and  earth 
We  join  Saint  Francis  in  his  praise 

At  Christ's  most  holy  birth. 


REJOICE  TOGETHER 

The  winter  greens  rejoice 
To  mark  His  birth  of  old 
Who  once  was  born  of  Mary 
As  bands  of  angels  told. 

We,  too,  with  them  rejoice 
That  people  far  and  wide 
Of  every  race  and  nation 
May  worship  side  by  side; 

May  look  into  His  face 
And  know  His  power  to  heal. 
May  bring  their  broken  lives 
And  to  His  grace  appeal. 

0  let  Him  have  His  way 
As  you  His  name  confess; 
And  oft  as  Christmas  comes 
His  love  will  bless  and  bless. 


1955 


NEW  WORLD 

I  slept. 

And  in  my  sleep  I  dreamed 
Of  terrors  spread  abroad ; 
Of  wars,  of  exiles. 
Hate  and  fear. 

Which  plague  man's  weary  road. 
I  woke 

To  hear  the  angels'  song 
Of  peace  to  hearts  prepared, 
To  those  who  know  God  visited 
Our  earth  to  make  it  new. 

And  it  is  new  from  Christ's  birthday 

All  down  the  ages  long; 

For  He  has  brought 

The  power  of  God, 

And  joy,  and  peace,  and  love. 

1956 


STARS 


The  stars  we  send  aloft 
In  arrogance  and  pride 
Return  to  earth  death-bent 
And  many  ills-  beside. 

Of  old,  God  sent  a  star 
To  guide  men  to  a  Child. 
His  glory  came  to  earth ; 
Quite  humbly  came,  and  mild. 

So  let's  abandon  hate 
And  leave  our  fears  behind. 
Let's  seek  the  Child  of  love, 
Yes,  seek  until  we  find. 

Until  we  find  His  peace 

And  share  His  radiant  love, 

And  know  the  strength  which  comes 

As  God's  gift  from  above. 

"O  come,  let  us  adore  Him." 

1957 


THE  OLD  SHEPHERD  SPEAKS 

That  wondrous  night  was  ours 

On  Bethlehem's  hill 
When  angels  brought  the  peace 

Our  world  to  fill. 

Long  years  have  passed  along 

With  war  and  hate, 
As  though  no  Christ  had  come, 

Or  came  too  late. 

But  'mid  it  all  there  glows 

A  radiant  light. 
'Tis  yours.  'Tis  mine.  God's  gift 

To  us  that  night. 

I  saw  Him  then;  a  Child 

In  promise  come; 
Since  when  His  peace  is  mine; 

My  heart  His  home. 

"O  come,  let  us  adore  Him." 
1958 


LIGHT 


Angels  came  adoring  Him 

Christ  the  new-born  King; 
Days  and  nights,  creation's  hosts, 
Joyous  hymns  now  sing. 

Dark  the  earth  before  He  came 
Dark  the  hearts  of  men. 

Light  now  shines  upon  our  way; 
Light  beginning  then. 

Radiant  light  reveals  the  host. 

Heavenly  host  and  bright. 
God  who  saw  His  creatures  good 
Sets  them  all  a-right. 

He  renews  the  sacred  bonds, 
Comfort  gives  and  cheer; 

Gives  assurance  that  they  live 
Ever  who  were  here. 

Here  they  live  within  our  lives. 
Live  as  we  have  known. 

Christ  has  those  who  live  in  Him 
They  and  we  His  own. 

1959 


REJOICE  NOW 


Rejoice 

That  once  in  Bethlehem 

The  Christ  Child  lay; 

And  later  years  revealed 

The  wonder  of  that  birth: 

God  walked  on  the  earth, 

His  love  our  sickness  healed. 

Not  only  then, 

In  ancient  days,  He  walked. 

But  even  now 

On  Nantahala  trails 

I  climb, 

(As  no  cost  I  count,) 
With  Him 

Who  on  another  mount 

Transfigured  was 

In  God's  full  presence 

And  companionship. 

And  when  I  tread  the  lowlier  paths 

From  Nonah 

Up  the  green  valley 

Of  Cartoogechaye, 

Lo!  He  is  there  to  intercede, 

Through  poor  prayers  of  mine. 

For  those  who  need 

His  healing  touch  divine. 

Rejoice! 

The  Christ  is  here! 


1960 


THE  LIGHT  OF  CHRIST 

I  have  seen  the  radiant  hght 
And  the  Presence  shining  bright 

In  the  sunshine 

In  the  starlight 

And  the  dew. 
I  have  seen  the  rainbow  shine 

Like  a  halo  divine 
Telling  men  of  God's  own  promises. 
So  now  should  darkness  come 
And  obscure  our  earthly  home 

From  our  sight 

and  from  the  hght 
of  other  days; 
Yet  the  Light  of  Christ  will  glow 
As  it  shone  so  long  ago 
When  He  came  in  lowly  stall 

In  Bethlehem. 


1961 


LOVE,  JOY,  PEACE 

Three  gifts  divine  came  down  to  earth 
To  bless  us  at  the  Saviour's  birth 

In  lowly  stall: 
The  gift  of  God  Himself  is  LOVE 

The  gift  supreme,  all  gifts  above 

Ordained  for  all. 
The  JOY  that  came  with  angel  song 
Is  ours  who  tread  Christ's  way  along 

Whate'er  befall. 
And  in  the  wake  of  these  comes  PEACE 
Abiding  peace  which  shall  not  cease 

Nor  ever  fall. 
God  give  you  LOVE  and  JOY  and 

PEACE  this  Christmas-Tide. 

19  6  2 


TO  HIM  ■ 

It  all  began 

When  aU  along  the  trail  we  trod 
Symbols  and  proofs  of  the  love  of  God 
Appeared  in  frail  hepatica, 

Arbutus,  showy  orchids,  spring  beauty  and  blood  root. 

And  so  the  beauty  ran  through  summer  days 

To  October's  gift  of  aster  and  ladies'  tresses. 

Then  winter  came; 

And  veil  of  gold  and  crimson  fell 

And  formed  the  carpet  for  our  searching  feet 

And  revealed  the  evergreens 

Of  hemlock,  galax,  spruce  and  fir; 

Symbols  of  eternity. 

And  in  the  midst 

God's  light  shone: 

The  Christ  Child  came 

To  light  the  way  to  Him 

And  live  in  us  always. 

1963 


HE  COMES 

I  saw  the  stars, 

And  brighter  far 

The  angels  sang 

And  peace  the  heavens  rang. 

I  saw  the  bread 

And  thousands  fed 

And  yet  more  wondrous  still 

The  Bread  of  life,  all  pangs  to  fill: 

The  Christ  Divine 

Both  yours  and  mine. 

And  through  the  years 

In  joy  and  tears 

He  manifests 

To  eager  guests 

As  babe,  as  man, 

Through  life's  long  span, 

Deep  springs  of  strength 

And  grace  at  length 

To  stand  before  Him. 

"0  Come,  Let  us  Adore  Him." 

1964 
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COMPLETE 


The  year  has  sped 

And  trails  have  led 

To  mountain  peaks 

Where  each  flower  speaks 

With  fern  and  tree 

By  waters  clear 

Of  God's  good  cheer. 

And  so  at  last 

The  year  has  passed, 

Made  all  complete 

As  it  is  meet 

By  Christ's  own  birth 

To  bless  our  earth. 

Receive  Him  then, 

God's  gift  to  men. 

And  make  your  life  complete. 

1965 


THE  PATTERN 

We  waited  long  and  pondered, 
Some  plan  of  life  to  see, 
Some  pattern  to  disclose. 
Then  angels  came 
And  led  us  to  a  manger 
And  to  a  Babe. 

"Begin  with  this  and  follow  on" 

To  temple  court,  God's  house; 

To  wilderness  of  testing; 

To  woods  where  sing  the  birds; 

To  fields  of  flowers,  the  care  of  God; 

To  mount  of  prayer  and  vision; 

And  on  to  see  life's  fullness 

As  revealed  in  him 

Who  came  to  us  at  Christmas 

That  we  might  have  joy 

And  peace  and  love: 

God's  pattern  for  our  lives. 

1966 


CHRISTMAS  HOLLY 

Gathering  wood  for  my  winter  fire 
I  found  a  seedling  holly; 
For  birds  had  found  the  berries  bright 
And  dropped  the  seed  here  in  their  flight, 
Preparing  them  for  life's  on-going 
And  here  in  the  wood  they  stand  a-growing 
The  holly  decks  the  Christmas  wreath 
And  adds  its  cheer  to  the  season, 
Reflecting  rays  from  candlelight, 
Calling  to  mind  the  world  made  bright 
By  the  joy  which  came  on  Christmas  morn 
When  Christ  our  Lord  for  us  was  born. 
Like  Francis'  birds  who  sing  God's  praise 
And  bring  new  life  to  the  seed, 
So  may  the  Christ  revive  each  heart 
And  give  to  each  a  joyous  part 
Of  the  love  of  God  for  the  World's  release. 
Thy  Kingdom  come,  O  Prince  of  Peace! 

1967 


PILGRIMAGE 

On  pilgrimage  to  mountain  tops 
I  climb. 

And  you  ask  why? 
Spring  beauty  lures  me  on, 
Trout  lily,  trillium, 
Azalea  and  rhododendron. 
And  autumn  hues  on  forest  trees. 
And  break  of  day 
Beyond  the  mountain  peaks. 
And  quiet  meditation 
In  sunset's  call  to  prayer. 
So  have  gone  the  pilgrims 
Of  the  past: 

To  find  a  better  country; 

To  bring  a  Decalogue  to  men; 

To  hear  a  still  small  voice. 

And  then  to  seek  a  King 

And  find  Him  in  a  manger. 

A  Babe:  God  with  us. 

Let  us  make  pilgrimage 

To  Him  afresh, 

And  find  the  fullness  of  life. 


1968 


THE  HERITAGE 
My  cabin  stands  alone. 
Remote; 
And  here  in  solitude  I  dwell. 
Remembering 
The  early  childhood  years 

In  quiet  calm, 
And  now,  when  wandering 

Is  past, 
Returning  to  ancestral  roof. 
Again 

I  touch  the  line  of  heritage, 
Remembering, 
As  Joseph  did,  when  life  began 
Anew, 

And  Mary  wrought  to  bear 
A  Son 

Who  brings  us  life  and  light 
And  healing. 
We  yield  Him  thanks  and  praise 
This  Christmas  Day. 
1969 


THE  CLIMB 
It's  late  October,  and  on  the  trail  the  carpet  spread: 

Not  red,  but  green  of  partridge  berry. 
Then,  shimmering  charm  of  Grotto  Falls  and  pool  below; 

Beyond,  a  golden  carpet  of  striped  maple  leaves. 
Copper  of  magnolia,  and  viburnum  stained  with  red,  like  blood. 
These  all  spell  rest  until  another  spring,  of  which  is 

Promise  on  the  way:  red  fruit  on  partridge  berry, 
And  sleeping  Jack-in-pulpit  cluster,  belated  buckeye. 

Silver  bell,  and  beechnut,  and  more  ancient  spores  of 
Club-moss  and  fern,  all  giving  promise  of  life  renewed. 
And  as  we  climb,  our  hearts  know  well  that  new  life 

Is  promised  at  Christmas-time,  when  fullness  of  life 
And  joy,  and  love,  and  peace  come  with  the  Christ  Child's  birth. 

Let  us  climb  to  reach  His  presence  and  adore  Him. 

1970 


THY  KINGDOM  COME 

From  Bethlehem  God's  own  light 
Was  manifest  to  show  the  way  to  Him, 
As  angels  sang  His  praise 
To  simple  men  and  wise. 
From  there  His  way  led  on 
Through  years  and  miles 
To  a  mountain  top  of  prayer. 
And  as  he  went,  this  Christ  of  God, 
Through  Egypt's  bondage,  Herod's  hate, 
He  noted  well  God's  loving  care 
In  vine  and  fig  tree,  in  lilies  of  the  field, 
In  birds  that  sing  and  fly  and  trust. 
AH  these  led  to  that  spiritual  height: 
"Father,  into  Thy  hands  I  commit  my  spirit." 
He  calls:   "Follow  me." 
Let  us  hear,  and  heed, 
And  know  the  blessedness  of  peace. 
19  7  1 


MYRTLE  POINT 
The  way  was  dark 
By  which  we  came 
Before  the  break  of  day 
To  watch  the  miracle 
Of  light  appear. 
So  as  we  sat  on  Myrtle  Point 
It  came,  veiled  first  by  misty  cloud; 
Then  light  revealed  the  waking  wilderness, 
Now  tinted  crimson,  grey,  and  gold. 
As  smi's  rays  revealed  the  glory 
Of  God's  new  gift  of  light. 
So  God  ever  gives  renewal 
To  those  who  strive  with  Him, 
And  now  at  Christmas  time 
Gives  to  us  the  Christ, 
In  whose  face  we  see  God's  glory 
And  steps  for  us  to  climb  with  Him. 
1972 


THANKS 


For  fresh  insight  into  God's  love 

We  thank  Thee,  Lord  Jesus. 
For  grey  trunks  of  winter  trees 

We  thank  Thee,  Lord  Jesus. 
For  spicewood's  earliest  bloom 

We  thank  Thee,  Lord  Jesus. 
For  orchids'  gift  along  the  trail 

We  thank  Thee,  Lord  Jesus. 
For  red,  and  white,  and  green  of  trees 

We  thank  Thee,  Lord  Jesus. 
For  Spirit's  gift  of  love  and  joy 

We  thank  Thee,  Lord  Jesus. 
For  peace  of  God  within  the  heart 

We  thank  Thee  Lord  Jesus. 
For  grace  to  give  and  give  again 

We  thank  Thee,  Lord  Jesus. 
For  life  in  which  to  praise  our  God 

We  thank  Thee,  Lord  Jesus. 
For  vision,  light,  and  power  of  love 

We  thank  Thee,  Christ  our  Lord. 

19  73 


LINES  WRITTEN  ON  WOLF  MOUNTAIN 

Kanuga,  born  of  vision  and  love, 
Conceived  in  faith  and  aspirations, 
Keep  ever  clear  the  open  trails 
Which  lead  to  mountain  tops, 
Where  early  dawn  reveals  anew 
God's  glory  in  His  gifts  of  light, 
Where  every  sunset  over  Pisgah 
Gives  us  promise  of  another  day 
To  labor  and  to  live  for  Christ  our  King. 

From  the  Kanuga  Bugle 


PRAISE  THE  LORD,  0  MY  SOUL 

Praise  the  Lord  who  lies  in  lowly  manger, 
Son  of  God,  who  comes  to  set  us  free, 
Breaking  bonds  of  hate  to  foe  and  stranger, 
Giving  bonds  of  love  for  you  and  me. 

So  we  praise  the  Son  of  God  most  holy, 
Mighty  Lord  of  love  and  King  of  Peace, 
Asking  Him  for  grace  to  follow  lowly 
Paths  of  joy  in  Him  who  gives  release. 


CLEANNESS 

I  have  viewed  from  mountain  top  the  day  break, 
I  have  walked  through  rhododendron  grove, 

I  have  breathed  the  winter  air,  have  seen  the  lake, 
Stream,  and  ground  freeze  hard  in  every  cove. 

Sparkling  frost  on  winter  briar  and  laurel 
Brings  a  freshness  to  the  soul  of  me. 

Then  on  summer  trail  the  wood  sorrel 
Cleanses  every  vein,  clean  as  can  be. 

With  my  pack  for  days  IVe  sought  the  high  trail, 

I  have  found  primeval  nature  there. 
Where  the  balsam  bends  before  the  fierce  gale, 

There  in  peace  1  find  congenial  air. 

So  I  ask  but  help  to  keep  the  cleanness 
Which  has  entered  every  part  of  me. 

So  as  clean  I'd  walk  in  days  of  leanness 
Lacking  scenes  to  feed  the  heart  of  me. 

Written  one  winter  evening  at  Kanuga. 


CONTINUING 


The  chanting  fades. 

The  Star  no  longer  shines ; 

The  Wise  Men  Go, 

And  though   each   gift  enshrines 

A  worship  rare. 

Yet  men  have  oft  forgot 

A  child  was  born 

That  they  may  falter  not 

Nor  fail  to  claim 
Their  heritage  of  God. 
O,  let  us  dare 
No  longer  low  to  plod, 

But  keep  the  song 
Alive  the  angels  sang 
And  tell  the  news 
Of  love  as  once  it  rang. 


NO  GREENS  THIS  YEAR 


The  crystal  ice  hang's  heavy  on  the  trees 
Of  towering  hemlock,  spruce,  and  bending  pine; 
The  laden  boughs  bend  low  in  mystic  speech 
To  tell  to  snowdrifts  of  a  peace  divine. 

When  winter  comes  upon  these  mountain  sides 

Imprisoning  the  galax  leaves  in  snow, 

I  try  in  vain  to  find  the  greens  for  you 

As  token  of  my  love  which  you  should  know. 

But  could  you  know  the  purity  of  this, 
The  glowing  wonder  in  this  mountain  air, 
You  could  but  bless  the  God  who  gave  in  love 
His  Son,  and  thank  Him  for  His  world  so  fair. 


IN  HOSPITAL 


The  flowering  plants  around  the  room 

Shout  out  their  colors  gay. 
For  they  would  have  the  world  to  know 

That  none  can  cheer  as  they. 

And  then  there  comes  a  quiet  voice, 

So  low  that  few  can  hear. 
For  each  small  plant  has  on  its  lips 

A  secret  for  my  ear. 

The  valley  lilies  say,  "We  bear 
A  calm,  sweet  word  of  trust. 

Our  green  and  white  bring  love  to  you 
And  beauty  from  the  dust." 

The  Russian  violets  display 

A  sturdy  courage  bold. 
"New  friends  we  are  to  greet  you  here, 

Receive  us  as  the  old." 

Azaleas  say,  "We've  come  to  stay, 

So  here  we're  glad  to  sit 
For  now.  But  when  you're  well  again 

Beside  the  Church  we'll  fit." 

The  cyclamen  perked  up  its  ears 

And  raised  its  dainty  head. 
"We're  here  to  make  you  gay  and  glad 

As  long  as  you're  in  bed." 

The  modest  English  primrose  sat 

Content  upon  her  shelf. 
No  great  pretensions  here  I  make. 

I  just  present  myself." 


The  pink  begonia  spread  her  blooms 

As  fresh  as  any  maid. 
"Though  no  aristocrat  am  I, 

I'm  here  and  not  afraid." 

The  roses  said,  "We've  been  with  man 

For  lo  these  many  years. 
Increasing  beauty  speaks  his  joys 

And  helps  to  dry  his  tears. 

A  lovely  bowl  of  common  blooms 

In  sprays  of  white  and  gold 
Said,  "Courage  now,  you'll  soon  be  well. 

See  how  we  brave  the  cold." 

Snapdragons  lifted  heads  of  white 

And  yellow  blooms  serene. 
"We're  not  so  fierce  as  is  our  name; 

Judge  by  our  peaceful  mien." 

Carnations  red  and  pink  and  white 

Stood  calmly  looking  on. 
"We  grace  each  festive  time  and  sad 

When  other  blooms  are  gone." 

One  lily,  white,  mid  all  the  rest 

Held  ages  in  its  voice; 
"From  off  the  altar  of  High  God 

I  come.  Make  Him  your  Choice." 

Written  ivhile  in  the  hospital 
Recovering  from  an  operation. 


A-LTAR  FLOWERS 


With  sun  and  rain  God  blessed  the  earth  . 
And  lo!  Glad  colors  came  in  bloom 
And  leaf.  In  grace  and  strength  to  birth 
Came  beauty  forth  to  banish  gloom. 

We  took  the  blooms  from  garden  plot 
And  sheltered  bed,  and  placed  them  there 
On  Altar  high,  that  ne'er  forgot 
Our  Christ  should  be,  in  nearness  fair. 

We  bring  them  now  to  you  with  love 

And  pray  that  grace  and  strength  may  flow 

From  God  who  cares  for  you  above 

The  bloom.  May  you  Christ's  presence  know. 

Written  for  the  Altar  Guild 
of  St.  John's  Church,  Columbia,  S.  C. 


ON  HIS  ALTAR 


Here  before  Thine  Altar  kneeling 
In  this  sacred  morning  hour 

To  Thy  love  our  hearts  appealing 
Seek  to  find  Thy  love  and  power. 

Bread  and  wine  we  bring  in  token 
That  Thy  love  exceeding  great 

Gave  Thy  body  to  be  broken; 
For  its  strength  on  Thee  we  wait. 

We  have  beautified  Thine  Altar 
With  the  blooms  Thy  love  bestows. 

As  with  hymn  and  chant  and  Psalter 
So  with  these  our  spirit  grows. 

0,  the  beauty  of  Thy  presence 

Through  these  garden  flowers  we  see 

In  their  form  and  in  their  fragrance 
We  are  drawn  in  prayer  to  Thee. 


A  TOAST  TO  KANUGA 


\      Eanuga  — 

Waiting  here  beside  the  lake,  — ^ 
In  midst  of  pine  and  oak  and  tulip  trees 
And  hedge  of  hemlock  green ; 
Waiting  for  the  able,  brilliant  leadership 
Of  those  who  come  to  teach  and  lead 
And  open  doors  into  the  unseen : 
We  Greet  You ! 
We  pray  that  those  who  come 
To  enter  this  companionship 
May  leave  behind  their  claim 
To  pride  of  place  and  merit, 
And  may  find  the  Christ  still  beckoning 
To  life  abundant  which  He  gives. 
Like  Diamond  Head  upon  the  shore. 


I 


And  so,  in  stillness  like  the  surface  of  your  lake. 
Invite  the  sinners  to  be  saints. 
The  fearful  into  peace 
And  all  into  abandonment  of  self 
Where  we  may  be  united  in  the  life  of  love. 
Kanuga,  We  greet  You! 


Toast  given  at  Kanuga  before  the  General 
Convention  in  Honolulu,  1952. 


